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| know I've said before that | don't like to work on more than one story at once, but this idea would not leave 
me alone, so | had to get this out for the challenge. I'm glad | did, cuz I'm really proud of this one. | love Pink 
Floyd-they're one of my favorite bands, and The Wall is probably my favorite album of all time. This is a 
really cool song too-l love all the sound effects. So if you're familiar with the song, then you can see that 
some of the lines in this are taken directly from the lyrics. That's really the way it's set up-you'll see what | 
mean if you listen to it. Also-l've never seen the movie, but | know there is one. As always, | don't own 
anything except the plot and story (well, actually.-the plot of this is taken from the lyrics of the song, heh), 


and thank you to everyone who's read and reviewed my other stories. Hope you enjoy ;) 


"Oh my god, what a fabulous room!" was the first thing the groupie said as Roger led her inside, and her face 
lit up as she gasped at the sight of everything before her. He was dimly aware of her leaving his side as he 
swiftly shut the door, and he sighed as he leaned heavily against it, watching the woman roam his hotel room 


iN awe. 


The show that night hadn't gone completely wrong this time - he hadn't even yelled at any of the kids calling 
out "Money!" from the first and second rows. Of course, he still wasn't speaking to David, but at least his bass 
and David's guitar had sounded good together on most of the songs. 


And he'd brought a lovely woman back to his hotel room. He should have been enjoying himself. 


"Are all these your guitars?" she asked, gesturing to the rack of basses sitting against one of the walls, and 
Roger just nodded, moving to sit on the bed and flick on the television The groupie continued to wander around 
the hotel room as the voices of the characters of whatever show was on all blurred together into a mess 


inside Roger's mind. 


"This place is bigger than our apartment!" the woman remarked, a smirk on her face as she stood in front of 
Roger with her hands on her hips. Roger smiled a bit without looking up at her, hoping it didn't look as forced 
as it felt. 


The groupie wandered off as Roger continued to stare blankly at the television, not knowing or caring about 
anything that was happening in the show. It wasn't like it would register in his mind if he tried to pay attention, 


anyway. 
"Um, can | get a drink of water?" the woman called from the other end of the room. 


"Yeah." Roger muttered after several seconds, and there was a pause before he heard her rifling through the 


fridge. 


"You want some?" she asked. He didn't respond, his mind beginning to wander again. The sound of the woman 
rummaging through the fridge and the noise from the television faded together into a dull buzz inside his head 


as he stared vacantly at the screen. "Huh?" 
He still didn't respond. 


The woman made a small sound before she turned away and padded into the bathroom, and he heard her gasp 
in surprise again. "Oh, wow!" she exclaimed, her voice echoing off the bathroom walls. "Look at this tub!" She 


was quiet for a few seconds before she called to him again. 


"You wanna take a bath?" Her voice was seductive and lilting, and Roger grimaced. That was about the last 


thing he wanted to do with this woman 


Why had he even taken her back to his room? When he had first seen her, standing in the front row of the 
crowd, she'd reminded him of his wife. He'd gotten one of his roadies to invite her backstage, but as soon as 


he'd seen her again, he'd immediately remembered how, only a couple hours earlier, he'd tried to call his wife. 


Only to discover that she was having an affair. 


He'd put it out of his mind for the time being, instead trying to focus on the woman he'd invited backstage. 
He'd asked for her specifically. He'd noticed her in the front row, the way she'd looked at him in the middle of 
"Time", and he'd told a roadie to bring her backstage. She was here because he'd wanted her to be. 


He didn't even remember what her name was. 


"What are you watching?" she asked, making her way over to sit beside him on the bed. She put her head on 
his shoulder, her hand beginning to slowly creep over to rest on his thigh, and he tried not to grimace again 


He'd asked for her. He had wanted her here. 


She sat up, leaning over so she could stare into his face. "Hello?" she asked, her voice laced with mild 
annoyance as she lightly shook his shoulder. He still wasn't really looking at her, or the television, for that 
matter, but he could see the way her expression shifted from disgruntled to concerned. "Are you feeling 


okay?" 


He finally turned to meet her eyes. No, he really wasn't "feeling okay". His marriage was falling apart, his wife 
was having an affair and he didn't even know what he would do about it once he got back home, he'd been 
arguing with his bandmates earlier over something he couldn't even remember, and he still couldn't even 


remember this woman's name. But of course, he couldn't just tell her any of that. 


"Don't worry about it" he muttered, hoping he sounded convincing as he forced himself to slide his hand up 
her arm. She relaxed a bit, seemingly satisfied that he had finally acknowledged her. He swallowed roughly as 
he made himself look at her. How had she ever reminded him of his wife? She looked nothing like her. Roger 


wondered if the man his wife was seeing looked anything like him. 


He couldn't help the guilt that washed over him as he pulled the groupie to him and kissed her, and she 
eagerly responded, her hands sliding up his back. His mind wouldn't stop telling him that he shouldn't have even 
invited her back to his room, that he had a wife at home, for god's sake. But his wife was cheating on him too, 


so did it matter? 


At some point, he felt his back hit the mattress as the groupie pushed him down, crawling on top of him as 
she continued kissing him. Her hands were all over him, her lips moving down his jaw, down his neck, and he 
couldn't even find it in himself to pretend to care as he stared off into space, his eyes half-lidded. His mind 
was a million miles away, storming with the thoughts of his troubled marriage. Had he ever meant anything to 
his wife? Or was it his own fault for not being there for her enough? When she might have needed him, he 


was on the road, so she'd turned to someone else. 


He sighed heavily as he pushed the groupie away, quickly shuffling off the bed and not looking back at her. He 
felt a twinge of guilt at the sound she made, but it was quickly swallowed by the icy feeling rising from the pit 
of his stomach. A freezing cold feeling swept over his entire body, and he tensed, his hands coming up to 


scratch at his arms. 


The groupie was calling to him again, but her words were lost to the buzz in his mind as he tightly gripped his 
arms, before he let his hands fall to his sides. Rubbing his hands over his face, he paced to the opposite end 
of the room, trying to control his pounding heart and the rising feelings of uneasiness threatening to drown 


him. 

"Heyl" she shouted, and he whirled around to face her. She was standing by the bed, her arms crossed over 
her chest. In a few purposeful strides, she crossed the room to stand in front of him, frowning. "What 
happened?" 

The same tension and disquiet that had flooded him before was back, creeping up the back of his neck as his 
hands trembled by his sides. He knew what it meant - it wasn't the first time this sort of thing had happened, 
but he couldn't figure out why it was happening now. 


"Run to the bedroom." he told her, feeling a grin slowly creep over his face as he gestured to the room 


before him. "In the suitcase on the left, you'll find my favorite axe." 


"W-what?" she questioned, staring at him in confusion and fear. He slowly stumbled towards her, breathing 


heavily as he scratched his arms again, and she backed away. 


"What's wrong with you?" she asked, before she'd realized what she'd said Embarrassment flooded her face, 


her eyes widening. "| mean--" 
"Don't look so frightened." he told her, trying to be cautious as he reached for her, but she flinched away 
anyway. "This is just a passing phase." How could he explain this to her? That this was just something that 


happened sometimes? 


"What's happening to you?" she asked, her voice trembling, and he froze, lowering his hands. What was 
happening to him? Christ, this wasn't normal, he knew. This just happened sometimes. 


Crazy. Crazy. CRAZY-- 
"One of my bad days." he murmured, and she narrowed her eyes, clearly not believing him. 


"Look," she began in an irritated tone, crossing her arms over her chest again. "if you're gonna keep acting like 


this, then l'm leaving. God, | just wanted to have some fun" 

The groupie continued to rant as Roger stared past her, none of her words registering in his mind. It was like 
they were bouncing off glass. It was only when she raised her voice to snap that his eyes drifted back to her, 
studying her indignant expression 


"Can't we just enjoy ourselves?" 


"Enjoy ourselves" he repeated, the words venomous as he spat them out. He chuckled bitterly under his 


breath, the sound foreign to his own ears. His eyes drifted to the floor as he folded his hands behind his back, 
slowly pacing about the room. "Yes, yes, of course" He suddenly felt a wave of anger rush up from the pit of 
his stomach, and his head snapped up as he glared at the woman standing before him. "Can't we just fucking 


enjoy ourselves?! 


As he hissed the last two words, he swung his arm at the lamp on the desk by the window, the light crashing 
to the floor and fizzling out instantly. 


The groupie backed against the wall as Roger laughed again, wildly pacing about the room. She watched him, 
terrfied, as he leaned forward, putting his hands on his knees as he cackled maniacally. He lifted his head to 
grin at her before he stood up, spreading his arms out. "Why don’t we enjoy ourselves’? 


He stormed over to the television in front of the bed. "Would you like to watch TV?!" He flung his arm out to 
shove it off the table it sat on, and it crashed to the carpet with a sickening crunch. "Or get between the 
sheets?!" He dashed to the bed and grabbed the sheets, tearing them straight down the middle before flinging 
them across the room into the quickly growing pile of things he'd thrown. Storming over to the window, he 


smacked the glass with an open palm. "Or contemplate the silent freeway?!" 


"Would you like something to eat?!" He stalked to the small fridge underneath one of the cabinets, throwing the 
door of it open before he grabbed the door and yanked it out and onto the floor. Whatever food and drinks 
were in it clattered to the floor, and one of the bottles shattered, its contents immediately soaking into the 


carpet. 


"Would you like to learn to fly?!" He felt his face contort as he laughed again, before swinging his arm to 
sweep an assortment of things off another one of the desks. The unmistakable sound of glass shattering rang 
out loud through the room as he continued to knock whatever he could reach off every surface. He lunged 
toward the woman, but she ducked away before he could grab her, and he crashed into the wall instead. 


Breathing heavily, he leaned against the wall and glared at her. "Would you?! 


He stumbled away from the wall and towards the rack of basses that the groupie had commented on as soon 
as she'd arrived, his hands just barely grabbing the neck of the fretless one before he stopped. For some 
reason, something in his mind was stopping him from doing anything to his basses, and he made an exasperated 
sound before he whirled around to storm towards one of the tables he'd swept all the things off instead. 
Yanking it away from the wall, he gave an enraged shout before he slid his hands underneath it and swiftly 
overturned it. "Would you like to see me try?!" 


He noticed the woman slowly inching towards the phone, and he saw the way her eyes changed when she saw 
him realize what she was doing. Fear evident in her eyes, she lunged forward, her fingers just barely brushing 
the phone before he charged at her, smacking the phone out of her hand. She jumped back as he grabbed the 
entire machine off the nightstand, ripping its cord from the wall before he flung it against the window, where 
it shattered into pieces. "Would you like to call the cops?!" 


He could tell that the woman was close to tears as she dashed to the door, and he followed her, his arms 


outstretched as he knocked more things off whatever exposed surface he could find. "Do you think it's time | 
stopped?!" 


She finally turned away from him, flinging herself through the door and slamming it behind her without a 
second thought. Throwing the door open, Roger followed her, lurching into the hallway and watching the woman 
run without looking back. She was running from him. He staggered fully into the hall, stumbling into a wall before 
he righted himself and reached forward, as if he could pull her back to him. 


"Why are you running away? he wailed, his mournful scream echoing in the hallway for several long, grating 
seconds. He stood there, breathing heavily as he slowly leaned forward, putting his hands on his knees as he 
stared down at the floor. The rage that had surrounded him was beginning to dissipate, and he felt shame 
beginning to creep into the place it had been 


Stumbling into the hotel room, his face burning with mortification, - what the fuck had he done? What the fuck 
was wrong with hm? - he stared at the chaos he'd made of his hotel room. He staggered through the piles of 
things he'd thrown, his fists clenching and unclenching at his sides as he let out a shaky breath. 


What's happening fo you? 


Slowly sinking to the floor, surrounded by the mess he'd made, he put his head in his hands, feeling the bricks 


of the wall begin to reassemble around the remains of his mind. 


